ONE        OF        THOSE         MYSTERIES

" I haven't any orders," said Peter very definitely.

It was the Adjutant's turn to look blank.

" Haven't you been to Div. H.Q. ? " he demanded.

" No."

" Nonsense. You must have been. Only just now
they told me you had."

" And I tell you I haven't," said Peter emphatically,
his customary good temper becoming ruffled under
the Adjutant's cross-examination.

The Colonel intervened.

" Now, one moment. Let's straighten this out.
Peter, you were at Brigade H.Q, this afternoon, weren't
you ? "

" Yes, sir."

" Do you know that we 'phoned a message for you
when you returned telling you to go to Divisional
H.Q. at once, collect some orders and bring them
here ? Did you get that message ? "

" No, sir. I didn't return to Brigade H.Q.," Peter
explained. " I've been visiting the Battalion H.Q.s
and I've brought back some ike tasks and the latest
information."

" That settles it," said the Colonel gravely. " Some-
thing has gone very wrong here."

" Get me the Brigade Major at Div. H.Q. . . .
Quick I " shouted the Adjutant to the telephonist.

" Brigade Major on the 'phone, sir," said the operator
a few seconds later, again removing his earphones.

" About those withdrawal orders for us," began the
Adjutant. " We haven't received them. Our officer
didn't come and fetch them. Whom did you give
them to ? "

" One moment. I'll check up with our Intelligence
Officer," replied the Brigade Major. " I wasn't there
myself at the time. He handed them out." After a
short interval he resumed:
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